The Hiftory oj KtttgLear. 

The which he laches, that toprouoke in him 
Ate many fimples operatiue.whofepower 
Will clofe the eye of anguilh. 

Cord.hW bleft fecrets,all you vnpublilht vertues of the earth, 
Spring with my teares.be aidant and remediat 
In the good mans diftrcffe,feeke,feeke for him, 

Leaft his vngouernd rage diffolue the life. 

That wants the meancs to lcade it. 


Enter a tMcffenger. 

Mefen. Newes Madam,theBritilh powers arc marching he- 
therward. 

Cord.Tis knowne before,our preparation hands 
In expe&ation of them, 6 deare Father, 

It is thy bufineffe that l go about, therefore great France, 

My mourning and important teares hath pittied. 

No blowne ambition doth our armes infite. 

But loue, deare loue, and our aged fathers right, 

Soone may I hearc and fee him. ***• 


Enter Regan and Steward, 
iJeg.But are my brothers powers fet foorth? 

Stew . I Madam. 

Jtar.Himfclfe in perfon ? , , _ ... , 

Stew .Madam with much ado,your filler s the better Soldier. 
Reg . Lord Edmund fpakc not with your Lady at home ? 

5ww.No Madam. . 

‘Rfg. What might import my filters letter to him ? 

Stew.l know not Lady. 

Reg .Faith he is polled hence on a ferious matter. 

It was great ignorance , (jlocefiers eies being out, 

To let him liue, where he arriues he moues 
All hearts agamft vs,and now I thinke is gone. 

In pitty of his mifery to difpatch his nighted life, 

Moreouer to deferie the firength of the Army. 

Stew . I mull needs after him with my Letters. 

■Rfjr.Our troope fets foorth to morrow, Hay With vs, ^ 


TheJJipry oj Kittg Lear, 

The wayes are dangerous. . . . . , 

Stew.l may not Madam, my Lady charg d my dutie in thtf 

^ U ^<rf!' < Why Ihould (he write to Edmund ? Might not you 
Transport her purpofes by word, belike 
Something, I know not what, He loue thee much,' 

Let me vnfeale the Letter. 

Stew. Madam Ide rather — — — 

Reg.l know your Lady does not loue her husband, 

I am fure of that : and at her late being heere 
She gaue ftrange aliads,and moft fpeaking looktfs 
To Noble Edmund, I know you are of her bofome, 
5ww,IMadam<. 

fyfgvl fpcake in vnderftanding, for I know’t , 

Therefore I do aduife you take this note : 

My Lord is dead, Edmund zndl hauc talkc. 

And more conuenient is he for my hand. 

Then for your Ladies : you may gather more. 

If you do finde him, pray you giue him this. 

And when your millris h'eares thus much from you, 

Iipray defire her call her wifedome to her,fo farcwelL 
If you do chance to heare of that blinde traitor. 

Preferment fals on him that cuts him offi 
Stew. Would I could meet him Madam,! would (hew 
What Lady I do follow. 

.Fare thee well. Exit,- 

Enter Cjloflet and Edmund. 

Clo. When lhall we come to’th topiof that fame hill ? 

Edg. You do dimbe it vp now, lookc how we labour ? 

Clo. Me thinkes the ground is euen. 

Edg. Horrible lleepe: hearkc, do you heare the fea? 

Glo. No truly. 

Sdg. Why then your other fenfes grow imperfect 
By your eies anguilh. 

G/o.So may it be indeed, 

Mcthinkes thy voice is altereic^and thbu fpeahft » !< : ! 

I With 


